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Ben unstrapped the bass from his back as he stepped offstage, wiping sweat from his brow. Something about 
playing these hot crowded clubs always made him horny. Bass, like guitar but sexier, had that effect on people 


he supposed, and he wasn't quite immune himself. 


The boys from Utopia were already relaxing backstage, having opened for them earlier, where as a few years 
prior it would have been the other way around but how the turn tables. "Great show!" Roger smiled, giving 
him a congratulatory slap on the ass like guys do in sports all the time in a really manly heterosexual way. 
Ben's eyes widened but simply nodded and moved on, rubbing his backside wondering if he had a hidden 


masochistic side. Probably not, everybody enjoyed a good consensual ass slapping. He attempted the same with 
their bassist, Kasim, but that didn't go over so well. Maybe that wasn't a thing in Staten Island, he supposed. 


As the rest of the band joined them, Ben searched for Ric's towering form, looking for some relief. "Oh Ric 
there you are, come on back to my room-" "No can do Benjamin," he responded, "I've already been gay too 
many days out of this month, | have to be straight now or I'll get my bisexual card revoked Now Debbie here 


is going to help me with my back taxes, | will see you in rehearsal tomorrow.’ 
"Ric!" Ben cried, "Your taxes were due back in April! You're just making excuses." 


"I got an extension," Ric clarified, "Most people do. Now go find someone else to play with, | have to itemize my 
expenses. It says here this month I've spent $250 on rooms, $80 on gas, $100 on meals, $20 on mousse, and 
$5500 on shoes. | don't know what l'm doing wrong. | hope Debbie is good at money, my family is starving." 


Ben sighed and looked around, there was plenty of sexy young men and women about, but would they have sex 
with him for himself or just his body? Longing for Ric, he looked for the next tallest and ugliest man in the 
room. Todd had sprawled himself out over the couch like some sort of French naked chick in a painting that 
aristocrats kept behind a curtain for clandestine jerking off to. But was he really attracted to him or was he 
just tall. It didn't matter they were almost the same thing. 


| was going to do a section from Todd's point of view where he and Kasim have a quarrel or something and 
Kasim storms off but I've got nothing and | don't want to work too hard on this. [kasim is offended because 


one of the cars said he wasnt pretty and todd told him to get over it] 


"Hi Todd, would you like a weed?" Ben offered, holding out a joint, marijuanas were his favorite. "Would I!" "Would 
you?" "Yes... thank you." 


Todd ate it whole out of his hand like a horse; Ben had underestimated his capacity for weed hunger. "Hm... | 
have more weeds in my hotel room where | was planning to have consensual sex with you. | am asking you now 
for your consent before the effects of mind altering substances." 


"Cool let's have sex," Todd said. 
"And let's smoke the weed?" Ben suggested. 
"Oh wow that's a great idea." 


Ben kissed Todd savoring his plump soft lips and laid back onto the 300 count sheets, Todd kneeling over him, 
hands holding his face as the guitarist leaned down to kiss him deeply like a Dementor sucking out his soul but 
without the sucking except Dementors and Harry Potter in general which sucked. He repeated this lower and 
lower each time, unbuttoning Ben's buttonless tank top which the details of which the author ignored and 
wrote inconsistently without concern as the next shot he would still be wearing it as if that action never 


occured or someone other than the writer forgot about it. "God you're so sexy," the older (wait let me google 


this, huh l'm wrong) man spoke, Todd Ben caressing Todd's bony cheek as he struggled to remove his skintight 
leather pants. 


The brunette pulled the offending material down the blonde's shapely thighs and grabbed his stick and shifted 
it into drive. Todd vored his phallus, Ben spreading his legs wider responsively, frissions of pleasure shooting 
along his body. "Oh Ben!" "Ben? That's your name," Todd shot him a look, pulling away because if he was stil 
sucking his dick it would have sounded like Bhublubhuwuh. "Oh, sorry Todd, | meant to say Ric." "I'm going to 
fuck you from behind now and list every sexual partner I've ever had, | hope you don't have anywhere to be 


soon." 


"Oh, okay" Ben shrugged and tossed his Cars official merchandise thong off the bed, rolling onto his stomach. 
Glancing back over his shoulder, he eyed the younger man unzipping his jordaches. He'd heard Todd was big, but 
he wasn't expecting his king kong donkey dong. "Oh fuck a duck" 


"There is lube in my luggage," Ben commented. "Don't worry | brought some too," Todd replied helpfully, "l 
wouldn't want this to be an uncomfortable experience as while the rectum does possess some natural lubricant 
in the form of mucus, it doesn't tend to provide the amount that a fully aroused vaginal tract would in easing 
the process of penetrative sex. | also have condoms to help prevent the spread of STls." "Oh, how thoughtful 
of you." "Safe sex is the best kind of sex" "Wow Todd this is so out of character for you." "It sure is but | 
can't have everyone getting pregnant on me, | already have 2 kids from 4 different parents." "Well, I'll try not 
to get pregnant on you." "Thanx fam." "No prob." 


Just as they were about to engage in coitus, there was a loud knock at the door and the knob turned (either 
Ben had forgot to lock it or he was an exhibitionist or the band all had keys for each room) and Greg stepped 
in. "Ben | need to borrow some things, Elliot locked me out of our room and- owo what's this?" Greg emoted. 
‘Its exactly what it looks like!” Ben shouted, covering his crotch with Todd's hands. 

"Todd?" Another voice spoke, and Roger peeked his head around the corner. 

"What is it that you need?" Ben spouted hastily, "Why won't Elliot let you in?" 

"Why is Roger here?" Todd furrowed his brow. 

"Well," Greg glanced upwards, “Elliot told me he needed some alone time tonight and that we should see other 
people." 


Meanwhile down the hall Elliot was finally alone, eating a sandwich in bed Crumbs just - everywhere. 


"So you picked my keyboardist?" Todd raised his voice. 


"He's sexy," Greg explained. 


"He is sexy!" Todd snapped back, "You have excellent taste. I'd frick you too, I've really got a thing for nerdy 
little twinks." 


"Hey!" Ben complained, “I am a twunk" 

"Anyways can we borrow some ky jelly’ 

"| thought you were both bottoms. 

"We're all bottoms Todd" 

‘Hts a bottom eat bottom world" 

Greg and Roger joined Ben and Todd in their room and got naked. 

The queen sized bed which had easily fit the two of them before was starting to get crowded, Roger and 


Greg's clothes joining the heap already scattered across the floor. "Fingers in his ass, fingers in his ass, 
Benjamin Orzechowski likes fingers in his ass," Greg sang. 


Kasim spent his night alone in his room crying onto a picture of Todd's butt. He had asked Willie for a hug 
beforehand, but he said no. He then slammed the door in Willie's face, clenching his fists, even though he was 
outside of Willie's room and he was just left sobbing in the hotel corridor. He then remembered he has a 
girlfriend and went to cuddle her instead. In this world, girlfriends do not exist until there are no other men to 


have sex with in the current situation 

Upstairs Todd was busy not even remotely thinking about Kasim as he had consensual sex with three blondes. 
Roger whispered into Greg's ear that he was his favorite Cars member and Greg interrupted the orgy with a 
"TAKE THAT BEN AND RIC" before returning to previous operations. Ben started crying, but Todd told him that 
was a real turn off and he should stop. Then Todd told Ben Greg was his favorite member too. Ben punched 
Todd in the nuts. It wasn't like it was hard to miss them. 


Ben pushed Todd off him and walked away feeling hurt, Greg reached out, touching his shoulder, "Wait Ben, it's 
okay. | like you." 


"Am | your favorite?" He sniffed as Todd started fucking Roger having already moved on 
"Well, since Elliot abandoned me tonight for a hoagie... yeah." 


Ben threw his arms around Greg in relief. "Ill take what | can get." 


And they made love right there on top of everyone's clothes. | never got around to Todd and Greg banging. 
Sorry Roger my bad. 


